The Life and Death 

I meane the Earle of W iItfhire,5»y^>Gw«(*, 

! What are they dead ? 

<74r<^* They are. 

And BuUitfgbrooke hath feiz’d the waflefull King* 

What pitty is it, that be hath not trim’d 
And dreft bis iand,as we this Carden, at time of ycare; 
And wound theBarke,tbcskinof ourFruite-trees, 
leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

W'ith too much richer it confound it felfe ? 

-Had he done fo,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv’d tobcare, and heto tafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing houghes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

* Which wafteand id lehoures,bath quite thro wnc dowm. 
What thinke you the King lhall be depos’d ? 
Card, Depreft be is already, and depos’d 
^Tis doubted he will b«* letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the l>uke6f Tcr/tf, 

I hat tell blaeke tidings* 

^.Ohl ampreft to death, through want oflpeaking: 
Thou old likcneflCy fet to dreffe this Garden: 

How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplcafing 
W hat £i'f,what ferpent hath fuggefted thee, (ne^es \ 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man ? 

Why do’ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 
Divine his downcfall ? Saywher©, when, and how 
Cam’ft thou t^ this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 

C^rd.Pardon me Madam* Little joy have 1 
To breath thefe newes 5 yet what I lay, is true; 
'Rix\%Richard, he is in the mighty hoM 
Of Bftllinghrooi^ey their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but hinrfelfej 
And fome few vanitiesythat make Isim light : 

V But in the Ballance of. great 
Befideshimfelfe, arealitheEnglifti Pccres,^ 

And with that oddes he weighes downe- 
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Port you to London, and you‘l finde it fo, 

I Ipeake no more, then every one doth know* / 
Nimblemifchancejthat art fo light of foow. 
Doth not thy Embad'age belong to me/* 

And am r laft that know it ? Oh thou tbihk’ft 

To ferae me laft, that 1 may lobgeft keep© 

Thyforrow in my bteaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woef 
WhatjWasi borne to this? that my fad lookq 
Should grace the Triumph of great BHllmghrog^e t 

Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe- ' *' 

I would the Plants thou graft’ft may never grow. 

CW. Poore Qpeene fo that thy ftate might be nO 
I would ray skill .were fubka to thvcurfe : rworfi* 

Here did Ihedfop^-tcare, here in [his place 

He fet a Bankc©f Rifw,(foWre Herbe of Grace*) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here fliortly foall be fecne 

In the remembrance of a weeping Quecne* * Mxit 


^BmQuartm, Soena Trim. 
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Call forth Bagof, 

VVbat thou do'ft know of Woblk OM^/ 

Rag. My Lord I . 
l«tholScedaivcr-(L 



